THE YOUNG MELBOURNE
Lamb came in and told me," relates Lady Bessborough,
"the tears were in his eyes too: and as I had drawn my
veil over my face, he said, 'Do not be ashamed of
crying: that heart must be callous indeed that could
hear of the extinction of such a man unmoved. He
may have erred but his transcendent talents were an
honour to England and will live in posterity.'"
As for the way that people began canvassing as to
who should get Pitt's seat at Cambridge, before he was
cold in his grave, William thought it absolutely dis-
gusting. "Damn him," he exclaimed vehemently, on
receiving a note from one of the Whig leaders asking
for his vote, "can no feeling but party enter his cold
heart?": and he crumpled the note in his hand. It was
a sad year altogether. Fox died soon after Pitt; and a
few months earlier, after a protracted and agonizing
illness, the Duchess of Devonshire. To her immediate
circle it was an irreparable loss. With her went the
centre round which their whole social life had revolved
for thirty years, Caroline was plunged into an agony
of tears; while Lady Bessborough's spirits received a
shock from which they were never to recover.
However, neither private nor public calamities had
the power to shake the inner citadel of the young
Lambs' happiness. Love breathed round them a rosy
cloud in which they moved, entrancedly insulated
from the world. "They flirt all day", said an observer.
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